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COMPREHENSIVE STORM RESTORATION EXPERTS

Peak Storm Services restores all parts of
your property damaged by a storm.

We assist you with the entire insurance process from start to finish.

• Roofing

• Signage

• Siding

• Painting

• Stucco

• HVAC

• Gutters

• Decks

• Windows

Commercial      Industrial      Retail      Residential

Call 210.201.6640 for a hassle-free consultation.
mikebiles@aol.com   www.peakstormservices.com

We Do Everything For You!



UTILIZING MORE MARKETING TOOLS THAN ANY 
OTHER REALTOR® IN THE AREA.

LET’S START A CONVERSATION TODAY | 210.777.2075
www.theschooleygroup.com

Ben Schooley, REALTOR®

Brokerage – Boerne, TX

BUYERS
KNOWLEDGEABLE
I grew up in Kendall County. I 
knew your neighborhood before 
it was even a neighborhood. I 
bring all the knowledge about 
this area that you could possibly 
wish for, and will use it to help you 
make the best decisions.

RELATIONSHIPS
If I don’t know the answer to your 
question, I know someone that 
does. I also work with some of the 
most experienced professionals 
in the industry, so no matter your 
situation, I’ll bring exact answers 
and concise solutions to your real 
estate situation.

DETERMINED
With almost 20 years of 
professional sales experience, I 
know the fine art of “getting the 
deal done.” I’ll work passionately 
on your behalf, and will seek a 
satisfactory conclusion with all 
parties coming together.

SELLERS
MARKETING
I publish 3 local magazines 
(you’re holding one of them). Let 
me use this space to promote 
your listing and put it in front of 
the maximum number of potential 
buyers. No other REALTOR can 
offer this service.

TOOLS
From professional photography, 
to drone video, to websites, to 
branding. Let me show you how I 
can leverage my tools to promote 
your listing like no other realtor in 
this area.

DRIVEN
I want nothing more than to ex-
ceed your expectations. I pledge 
my complete focus, unparalleled 
service, and the absolute top dol-
lar for your home. Let me show 
you how.
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Call 210-255-8122 or 619-247-3975 or email robertleborne@gmail.com now for a career changing interview

For many more years he has helped agents like you launch their real estate careers. Like the hundreds 
of clients he has helped over his 30 years of real estate His unique experience will help you achieve your 
career goals. As a Real Estate Broker, Robert offers the comprehensive service and support you deserve. 
He believes that you deserve to keep what you have earned and to that goal he has instigated a new 
membership program where you get to keep your commission. Join CJ Realty for $400.00 per year and a 
very small admin fee per transaction and enjoy one on one training and comprehensive support.

7416 PARAISO PT.
$244,000

MLS# 1381578

Beautiful home in The Bluffs of Lost Creek, 

Boerne ISD and close to the Rim, La Cantera 

and downtown Boerne shopping! Upstairs the 

bedrooms are spacious and open to second 

story family room. Great home for relaxing 

and entertaining. Would make a fantastic first 

home or investment home.

Robert LeBorne
Owner, Broker
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Premium CBD Products including Tinctures/Oils, Beverage Additives, Lotions 
and more!

All products are made from federally legal hemp - LEGAL IN ALL 50 STATES

Visit us at our Pur IsoLabs Retail Store and try CBD products at the CBD 
Sample Bar

46 FM 3351 N, Bergheim, TX, 78004  ::  (830) 336-2199  ::  www.PurIsoLabs.com

Mention this Explore ad
and receive

10% OFF
your purchase.
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Marjorie Hagy History
Marjorie is a bibliophile, a 
history nut and an insomniac, 
among several other conditions, 
both diagnosed and otherwise. 
When she's not working 
tirelessly to avoid getting a real 
job, she nurses an obsession 
with her grandson and is 
involved in passing legislation 
restricting the wearing of socks 
with sandals. She is an aspiring 
pet hoarder who enjoys vicious 

games of Scrabble, reading Agatha Christie, and sitting around 
doing nothing while claiming to be thinking deeply. Marjorie 
has five grown children, a poodle to whom she is inordinately 
devoted in spite of his breath, and holds an Explore record for 
never having submitted an article on time. She's been writing 
for us for five years now.

old TiMer Just old timer
The Old Timer tells us he's 
been a resident of Boerne 
since about 1965. He enjoys 
telling people what he doesn't 
like. When not bust'n punks 
he can be found feeding the 
ducks just off Main St. or 
wandering aimlessly in the 
newly expanded HEB. Despite 
his rough and sometimes 
brash persona, Old Timer is 
really a wise and thoughtful 

individual. If you can sort 
through the BS.

CoNTriBUTiNg WriTerS

CoNTeNTS
10 From The Publisher

12 Calendar

16 Art Of

18 History

22 Music

26 Badass

28 Toobing

32 Spiritual

34 Old Timer

KeNdall d. aaroN 
spiritual
I’m just a normal guy. I’m not a 
theology student, I don’t preach 
in church, and I’ve never written 
a book. I’m just a normal guy 
that thinks, and feels, and is on a 
never-ending journey attempting 
to be the best person I can be. I 
fail frequently at this quest, yet 
each day, the quest continues. 
I’ve lived in Boerne since the late 
‘80s, I’ve got a most beautiful 

wife, three wonderful children, and just really, really love God. 
Thanks for going on my spiritual journey with me.

SaMUel SMiTH
spiritual
Samuel holds a master 
of divinity from a large 
Southern Baptist seminary 
in Fort Worth. He completed 
coursework for a Ph.D. in New 
Testament before he left, too. 
He served various ministries 
from 2005-2016 before 
getting into something more 
straightforward and honest - 
selling cars. 

MaTT KerSH
musiC
Matt Kersh is a freelance writer 
out of Boerne, Texas that 
focuses on almost exclusively 
on the local music scene. Kersh 
is an accomplished musician 
who plays hundreds of shows 
throughout Texas and the 
Southwest United States. 
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LIVE MUSIC EVERY WEEKEND!



30 years! YIKES. Maybe some would find that attractive 
to be able to do the same thing, but I’m not one of those 
people. I get bored easily, and if it’s not challenging me, 
my motivation for it falls apart. 

Don’t get me wrong – I’m still motivated to do what I do, 
and maybe I’ll forever be motivated to write and meet 
local people that we feature in the magazines. But I can 
write without having a magazine. I can meet new people 
all day long without having to do articles about them. The 
intrinsic motivators might forever remain, but maybe 
the deadlines grind on me. So I think about spending my 
afternoons sipping coffee in a beachside cafe and watching 
the world go by with a most different view.

I remember having lunch with someone in my late 20s 
and he said “Ben, figure it out now. Make your mark and 
find the success you need NOW...because in a few years 
you won’t have the gas that you have today to hustle as 
much and then things get harder and harder to make it all 
work.” I still remember thinking “This guy is nuts. I’ve got 
my whole life ahead of me and I could change my plans 
200 times and things would be ok.”

The problem is that I’m finding that in many ways, he was 
right. 

I had the gas 15 years ago to claw away at life to wring out 
all the success I could find, and I did pretty well I guess. 
Can I do it for another 15 years? Do I have the gas for 
that? Man, I don’t know. Should I want to keep doing the 
same thing for the entirety of a career? I really don’t know 
that answer, either.

I just re-read this little letter and fear that you are going 
to think that I 1. don’t like my job anymore and 2. I want 
to quit. Make no mistake, I’m eternally grateful for what 
I do. Not many people get to sit at their desk in flip flops 
on a Tuesday and then leave early on Wednesday because 
I need to take a kiddo to basketball practice. I thank 
God every single day for letting me stumble into this 
profession, and have cherished it for a long time. There’s 
no way I could have pulled off this single-dad gig without 
a job like mine. 

That said, surely I can’t be the only one that spins around 
in their office chair from time to time, looks out the 
window and thinks “Maybe I’ll sign up to be a deckhand 
on a huge shipping tanker and travel the world.” or 
“Maybe it’s time for me to be a fishing guide at the coast.” 
or “Man, Puerto Vallarta sure does sound nice. I could be 
the tallest bartender at the resort.” But so few of us ever 
actually pursue such thoughts, and that’s probably a good 
thing as it’s pretty dang reckless.

But sometimes I don’t know. 

Life is a series of experiences, followed by our death that 
we probably wished hadn’t found us so fast. Our life isn’t 
financial security. It’s not a mortgage. It’s not safety and 
familiarity and a morning commute to a cubicle desk job. 
I have most of those things (just like you) and sometimes 
I just think about taking off those shackles and finding 
that LIFE. It’s real and it’s out there and it calls to me from 
time to time. 

I’m not sure how my plan would ever look even if I did 
pull the trigger on it, but maybe that’s not important. I 
suppose if it were to happen, it would be because things 
just fell into place and everything just worked out. It may 
never happen, but the entire exercise of considering my 

ideas has initiated changes in me that I am confident are 
permanent. 

I’m finishing this article up on a Friday early afternoon, 
and when I’m done I think I’m slamming the laptop 
shut and am taking the kids out to the Boerne lake. I 
have a million things I should be doing with the rest of 
my day, but nah. I’ll catch up on it later. It’s a pretty day 
and I wanna skip rocks and walk in my flip flops by the 
lake. I might put in some time this weekend to catch up, 
and I might not. I’ve got appointments lined up for next 
week, but I’ve found that I’ve begun limiting the number 
of those appointments I’ll set in a day. I didn’t realize I 
was doing it until I did. I want to slow down. Maybe it’s 
old(er) age, maybe I’m wore out, maybe I’ve got a small 
case of burn-out going. I don’t know and don’t really care. 

I’ve just been finding that perhaps my definition of 
“success” has changed. What was once the pursuit of that 
fat bank account and the cool truck have been replaced 
by skipping rocks on a Friday and my twice-annual trip to 
go fishing at the coast. Maybe I’ve been looking at my life, 
and seeking the experience more than the stability. Maybe 
I’m watching my kids get dangerously close to graduating 
and leaving me, and I’m realizing that in another 15 years 
I’ll be pushing 60 and it freaks me out a little. Maybe 
instead of the advice my friend gave me about “hustling” 
when you’re younger isn’t really the truth – maybe the 
real goal is simply realizing as early as possible that it’s all 
fleeting, and that today’s adventure is tomorrow’s memory 
and that you never know how many tomorrows you are 
going to get. 

And maybe, just maybe...it’s finding your best LIFE from 
the comfort of your office chair as you spin around and 
stare out a window. Whether it’s here in your current 
location or in Puerto Vallarta. 

Because no matter where you are, there you are.

Welcome to July. It’s hot as hell just like every year and 
we all want to go tubing and cool down just like every 
year. But may you take this year and make it something 
amazing, may you EXPLORE this little life of yours, 
and may you experience all you can today, and may you 
appreciate it even more tomorrow. And if you book a trip 
to Montenegro, give me a ring.  
 
Smiling,

deareST eXPlore reader,
Sometimes I think that I’m going to sell all my stuff and 
move to Puerto Vallarta.

Yes, I’m kidding...but no, I’m not. I have actually sat down 
and scouted out available beachfront condos, investigated 
employment opportunities for tall gringos that can’t speak 
Spanish, and tried to understand immigration issues. 
When I do this, and the deeper I get with it, I invariably 
stop, laugh from my belly, smack my forehead and yell to 
an empty room “What in the hell are you doing?”

I throw the idea in the trash, I get back to my job, handle 
my responsibilities, but sure enough, give me enough time 
and I’m back to digging around at the logistical issues 
associated with an international disappearing act. If not 
Puerto Vallarta, then Montenegro. If not Montenegro, 
then New Zealand. The list is long, friends, but they all 
seem to involve beaches, blue waters, and a vision of 
tranquility for me.

I’m not sure when this all started for me (I’m lying), 
but the past few years has had me just staring out the 
windows of my office from time to time as I picture 
myself somehow magically uprooting myself from my 
hometown, selling everything I own, and basically 
starting completely over in a foreign country. Surely I 
can’t be the only to have daydreamed about this, but when 
I share this with friends, they look at me like I have a 3rd 
eyeball so maybe I am the only one.

If I wanted to keep lying to you, I would tell you that I 
don’t know where this secret desire to “disappear” comes 
from. I would tell you that I’m content exactly where I 
am, and my kids need me, and my job needs me, and my 
lawn maintenance needs me, but in reality, that’s not true. 
Sure, my kids need me, but they could come find me in 
Montenegro, too. I would tell you that only weirdos sell 
everything and try to live as tall gringos that don’t speak 
Spanish on Caribbean beaches, and you’d probably believe 
that I was sincere.

But since I won’t lie to you, I’ll say that I really, really do 
think about it. A LOT.

Here I sit in 2019, and I’m doing the same thing that I 
was doing in 2004. I’ve been married (and divorced), 
I’ve had kids (that are now teenagers), I’ve had good 
days (and days from hell), I’ve grown, I’ve fallen apart, 
I’ve cried, laughed, screamed, put my foot through the 
bathroom wall, and laid on the roof of my house and 
watched the 4th of July fireworks one summer. I’ve done 
a lot of things. But I’m still sitting here at 9:49pm on a 
Wednesday night, typing away on an old laptop some sort 
of nonsensical ramblings for this Publisher’s letter that 7 
people will read. One person will write me and say that 
they appreciated it, and then 6 people will see me at the 
Daily Grind and whisper “That’s the weird guy that writes 
those creepy articles.” I’ll do this thing that I do, the same 
as I was doing in 2004. That bothers me. I’m not doing 
anything “wrong” - I’m just doing this thing that I have a 
knack to do, but I keep asking “What’s next?”

And so I think about Montenegro and New Zealand and I 
was even thinking about Chile the other day. 

15 years ago I was sitting here doing this. And in 15 
years I might still be doing the same. This terrifies me. 
It doesn’t provide me stability or warm feelings or make 
me appreciate my hum-drum life...it absolutely shakes 
me to my core that the past 15 years and the next 15 
years could be spent doing the exact same thing. That’s 

ben@hillcountryexplore.com
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FRESH  |  HEALTHY  |  MADE FROM SCRATCH DAILY

CARRY OUT ORDERS WELCOME
ON ALL MENU ITEMS

Texas Czech
Grandmother’s

Invention!
Klobasnik

Sausage Kolaches

Texas Czech
Grandmother’s

Invention!
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july 26-28 “Beauty and the Beast, jr.” Playhouse 2000 
Summer Musical Camp presents the stage adaptation 
of this classic Disney story of transformation and 
tolerance. Cailloux Theater, 910 Main St. 830-896-9393 
caillouxtheater.com

NEW BRAUNFELS
july 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 Tuesday Night Swing with dirty river 
dixie Band Dance the night away with New Braunfels’ 
favorite sons of swing. Krause’s Cafe and Biergarten, 148 
S. Castell Ave. 830-625-2807; krausescafe.com/events

july 4 Fourth of july Patriotic Parade and Program 
All are welcome to walk or ride along in this parade. 
The parade begins with the Comal Community Band 
performing, and after the parade the patriotic program 
includes the presentation of the colors, a welcome, an 
invocation, special music, remarks by New Braunfels 
city officials, a benediction, re- tiring of the colors, and 
playing of the bells. The parade begins in the Saints Peter 
and Paul Church parking lot. Main Plaza, Downtown 
New Braunfels. 830-629-1572; sophienburg.com

july 12 john Conlee in Concert Country superstar John 
Conlee performs a show filled with many of his classic 
hits. Freiheit Country Store, 2157 FM 1101. 830-625-
9400; ticketfly.com

july 12 Turnpike Troubadours and robert earl Keen 
in Concert Join in for a special night with country 
artists Turnpike Troubadours and Robert Earl Keen. 
Whitewater Amphitheater, 11860 FM 306. ticketfly.com

july 13 Moe Bandy in Concert Enjoy an intimate evening 
with one of country music’s favorite legends. Riley’s 
Tavern, 8894 FM 1102. outhousetickets.com

OZONA
july 4 Fourth of july Celebrations Join the Ozona 
Knights of Columbus as they celebrate Independence 
Day. Food booths, games, and entertainment keep 
visitors busy until the Patriotic Parade. This exciting 
parade ends at the baseball fields north of town. There 
is a fireworks display at the fields after sunset. Ozona’s 
Historic Town Square, Avenue E and 11th Street. 325-
392-2827; ozona.com/eventscalendar

SPRING BRANCH
july 3 Hill Country Fun Fest Have fun while watching 
fireworks, listening to live music, and enjoying activities 
for kids. Food and drink booths are provided. Entrance 
is $10 per car and then activities thereafter are free. 
Jumbo Evans Sports Park, 101 Jumbo Evans Blvd. 210-
488-8063; springbranchtennis.com/ hill-country-fun-fest

WIMBERLEY
july 13 Second Saturday gallery Trail On the second 
Saturday of every month, come early and stay late for 
wine, light bites, and an art-filled evening at the galleries 
in and around the Wimberley square. Various locations, 
13811 RR 12. 260-290-5001; gallerytrail.com

june 28-july 21 “The Best little Whorehouse in Texas” 
Based on a real-life brothel, the “Chicken Ranch” thrived 
for more than 130 years in La Grange. The destination 
of football teams, politicians, and others, it enjoyed the 
cozy protection of the town’s sheriff until a crusading 
reporter sets out to expose the operation. A rollicking 
hootenanny of a musical with memorable music, dance, 
and characters, it stars small-town Texas in all of its 
glory. The Wimberley Playhouse, 450 Old Kyle Road. 
512-847-0575; wimberleyplayers.org

july 6 Market day More than 450 outdoor booths are 
filled with art, furniture, collectibles, and treasures of 
all kinds. Live music and food and drink make for a 
shopper’s delight. Lions Field, 601 FM 2325. 512-847-
2201; shopmarketdays.com

BANDERA
july 4 annual Pet Parade Enjoy this free 24th annual pet 
parade along the Medina River. Bandera City Park, 1102 
Maple St. 830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com

july 4 lakehills Fourth of july Parade The parade begins 
at St. Victor Church, followed by a barbecue chicken and 
sausage plate at the Lakehills American Legion starting 
at noon. Enjoy live country music in the pavilion. St. 
Victor Chapel, 10514 Park Road 37. 830-796- 3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

july 5, 12, 19, 26 Bandera Summer rodeo Friday night 
summer rodeo events include bull riding, mini bulls, team 
roping, tie-down roping, No. 10 roping, open roping, 
break-away roping, open barrels, junior barrels, and, of 
course, mutton bustin’. Mansfield Park Rodeo Arena, 2886 
SH 16 N. 830-796-3045; banderacowboycapital.com

july 26-27 National day of the american Cowboy Start 
the day off with a chuckwagon breakfast, then enjoy the 
Bandera Cattle Company Gunfighters, Little Wrangler’s 
Stick-Horse Races and Boot Scramble, fiddlers, a 
singing cowboy, a storyteller, Native American exhibits, 
bucking bulls, chicken ropin’, Texas Rangers, Western 
craftsmen, a picker’s circle, and blacksmiths. Stay for 
the ranch rodeo at Mansfield Park Arena. Bandera 
County Courthouse Lawn, 500 Main St. 830-796- 3045; 
banderacowboycapital.com

july 26 Texas Heroes Hall of Honor The Frontier Times 
Museum celebrates the National Day of the American 
Cowboy by inducting great Texans into their Texas 
Heroes Hall of Honor. Frontier Times Museum, 510 13th 
St. 830-796- 3045; banderacowboycapital.com

BOERNE
july 4 Fourth of july Fireworks Sponsored by the Boerne 
Fire Department, the fireworks show starts a little after 
dark and can be viewed from many places around Boerne, 
but the best place is Bo- erne City Park. Bring chairs and 
picnics. Boerne City Park, 106 City Park Road. 830-249-
3644; visitboerne.org

july 6 Concert in the Cave A re- turn performance by 
Terri Hendrix with Lloyd Maines in the Throne Room—
two Texan stars plus cave acoustics—promises to be a 
memorable evening of entertainment. Cave Without A 
Name, 325 Kreutzberg Road. 830-537-4212; visitboerne.
org

july 6, 13, 20, 27 Farmers Market at The Cibolo Shop fresh 
local pro- duce, farm fresh eggs, breads, jams, jellies, local 
honey, and Texas Hill Country arts and crafts. Herff Farm, 
33 Herff Road. 830-249-4616; visitboerne.org

july 6, 20 Hot rod Night With live music and classic cars, 
this event is reminiscent of old-fashioned Americana 
street parties—a gathering place for old and new friends. 
The Derringer Band per- forms classic rock. Soda Pops, 
103 N. Main. 830-331-8799; visitboerne.org

july 13-14 Boerne Market days Hundreds of festive 
booths display every- thing from collectibles and 
remembrances of the past to modern innovations that will 
bring a smile of wonder to those who stroll past. Boerne 
Main Plaza, 100 N. Main. 210-844-8193; visitboerne.org

july 13 Moondance Concert Series Bring drinks, chairs, 
and a picnic for a concert beneath the Texas stars. Cibolo 
Nature Center, 140 City Park Road. 830-249-4616; 
visitboerne.org

july 13 Second Saturday art Beat Boerne shops and art 
galleries are teaming up to bring you a heart-racing fine 
art experience. Take a walk on the art side every second 
Saturday of the month. Hill Country Mile, 100 N. Main. 
210-954-6659; visitboerne.org

july 18 Thirst for Nature Every third Thursday of the 
month, the Cibolo Nature Center hosts a specially themed 
event where visitors can learn about the different plant 
and wildlife of Boerne and the Hill Country’s surrounding 
areas. Sip on an adult beverage made to match the theme 
for that month for those who are of age, or choose the 
non-alcoholic version for the kids. Cibolo Nature Center, 
140 City Park Road. 830-249-4616; visitboerne.org

july 19 Star Party This astronomy-filled event will feature 
star experts with their telescopes for dazzling night-
sky experiences. Bring blankets, chairs, and bug spray. 
Boerne City Lake Park, 1 City Lake Road. 830-248-1635; 
visitboerne.org

BULVERDE
july 6, 13, 20, 27 Saturday Night rodeo This rodeo 
features all types of Texas entertainment, from live music 
and dancing to mechanical bulls, mutton’ bustin, and calf 
scrambles. Enjoy beer, wine, and soft drinks coupled with 
barbecue, tacos, steak, burgers, and more. Tejas Rodeo 
Company, 401 Obst Road. 830-980-2226; tejasrodeo.com

COMFORT
july 9 Music in the Park Held the second Tuesday of 
May through October, these free concerts also include 
free drinks provided by Gaddis Methodist Church, the 
co-sponsor of the event with the Chamber of Commerce. 
Bring a lawn chair, enjoy the music, and dance, too. 
Comfort City Park, SH 27 and Broadway. 830-995-3813

FREDERICKSBURG
july 4 Fourth of july Celebrations A community parade 
down Main Street is followed by a patriotic pro- gram 
at Marktplatz, chili cookoff at Becker Vineyards in 
Stonewall, live music in Luckenbach, and a concert and 
fireworks at Lady Bird Johnson Municipal Park. Various 
locations. 830-997-6523; visitfredericksburgtx.com

july 5 First Friday art Walk Fredericksburg Tour fine 
art galleries offering special exhibits, demonstrations, 
refreshments, and extended viewing hours the first Friday 
of every month. Various locations. 830-997-6523

july 25-28 “disney’s Frozen jr.” Fredericksburg Youth 
Theater presents this performance featuring the 
emotional relationship and journey be- tween princess 
sisters with a cast of be- loved characters—a show loaded 
with magic, adventure, and plenty of humor. Steve 
W. Shepherd Theater, 1668 S. US 87. 830-997-3588; 
fredericksburgtheater.org

GRUENE
july 2, 9, 16, 23, 30 Two Ton Tuesdays It wouldn’t be 
summertime without popular rockabilly band Two Tons 
of Steel holding court in Gruene Hall every Tuesday 
evening—now in its 24th year. If you haven’t caught Two 
Ton fever yet, grab your dancing shoes and get ready. The 
band takes the stage at 8:30 p.m. Come early for swing 
dance lessons from 6 to 7 p.m. Gruene Hall, 1281 Gruene 
Road. 830-629-5077; gruenehall.com

july 20-21 old gruene Market days Nearly 100 vendors 
offer uniquely crafted items and packaged Texas foods. 
Gruene Historic District, 1601 Hunter Road. 830-629-
5077; gruenemarketdays.com

KERRVILLE
july 4 robert earl Keen’s Fourth on the river Enjoy food, 
vendor booths, family fun, river fun, a splashpad, live 
bands, a free concert featuring Robert Earl Keen, and a 
fireworks show. Louise Hays Park, 202 Thompson Drive. 
830-257- 8233; robertearlkeens4th.com

july 5 dive-in Movie at the Pool Attendees can swim, 
float, or just dip their toes while a family-friendly movie 
plays on a large poolside screen. Louise Hays Park, 202 
Thompson Drive. 830-257- 7300; kerrvilletx.gov

july 6 open Car and Motor- cycle Show The 21st annual 
open car and bike show awards trophies for all categories. 
The event includes veteran recognitions, food trucks, 
vendors, and live music. Kerr County Courthouse, 700 
Main St. 830- 792-4044; dietertcenter.org

july 13-14 Kerrville Summer Market Vendors from all over 
the state and beyond come to present their art, jewelry, 
clothing, accessories, gourmet food, gift items, and more. 
Inn of the Hills Hotel & Conference Center, 1001 Junction 
Highway. 888-225-3427; texasmarketguide.com

july 23-26 Heart of the Hills golf Tournament Golfers from 
around the country and state compete in the 74th annual 
72-hole tournament. Scott Schreiner Municipal Golf 
Course, 1 Country Club Lane. 830-895-1027; hohkerr.
com

AREA EVENTS geT oUT aNd eNjoy THe greaT TeXaS Hill CoUNTry!
The most comprehensive events calendar. Send submissions to info@hillcountryexplore.com 

12 | EXPLORE



1499 S. Main Street 830-331-1391boernefarmhouse@gmail.comBoerne, TX 78006 (next to Dog & Pony Grill)



S E N I O R   |   FA M I LY   |   W E D D I N G   |   C O R P O R AT E
www.westvita.com  |  1015 N. School St., Boerne  |  830.431.1157





there’s a tangible difference between good customer service and pure, 
good-hearted business. Frank ritchie, owner of ritchie automotive, is the 
local mascot for the latter. in twelve years, his Christ-centered business has 
risen above the local competition by simply lending a helping hand where it 
is needed.

ART OF HELPING

T
By Kristine Duran

As a mechanic at Boerne Collision, Frank began meeting with a local Christian men’s 
group every Saturday morning. One of the group’s members surprised Frank one morn-
ing by stating, “God’s been putting it on my heart to buy you a business and you can pay 
me back when you start making money.” Taken aback, Frank laughed, but his friend 
insisted, “You’re a good man of God and you follow your faith, and I think it would be 
a good service for you to provide to the community.” So, the two were off in hopes of 
finding Frank’s future business. Some offers were made in town, even on some shops that 
weren’t for sale, but nothing had been set in stone. 

A year passed by and his friend became increasingly ill, causing the hunt for a business 
to remain on the backburner. Another member of the group approached Frank and said, 
“Well I think God is putting it on my heart now to get you a business.” 

Stunned at this second opportunity, Frank told his wife, “Obviously God wants this. 
Opportunities like this don’t come every day and this is twice.” As he had recently 
felt a calling to become a minister, he sought council from his pastor who assured 
him that he could open the shop and be a minister in his business. In 2007, an offer 
was made and Ritchie Automotive was born. Frank says, “My wife was a full-time 
student and I was only one making any income, but we just put our trust into God 
and that he would provide.”

From its inception, Ritchie Automotive was built to serve Christ above all. “That’s what 
we’re called to do as people and that’s who we are called to be as Christians. So that’s how 
I set up my business,” Frank says. From the moment you walk in, you will hear Christian 
music playing, read scripture all throughout the shop, and overhear bible study during 
lunch. The shop’s slogan displayed on company invoices, business cards, shop doors, and 
the backs of their shirts is Colossians 3:23 “Whatever you do, work at it with all your 
heart, as working for the Lord, not for men.” And Frank strives to embody that message 
in everything they do. “Whether it’s replacing a spark plug or replacing an engine, we’re 
going to do that to glorify God. If we can do that every day, while fixing cars and helping 
people, then it’s been a good day.”

If there is an opportunity to save some money for a customer, he will talk them out of 
extra repairs, unlike most automotive shops. And it is Frank’s mission to show those 
in need the “love of God” whenever he gets the chance. “Does your car need repairs? 
Maybe. Is it a matter of life and death? No. If it comes down to choosing between feeding 
your kids or fixing your car, feed your kids and we’ll fix your car.”

Obviously, Frank knows that he can’t fix everyone’s car for free, although he wishes 
he could. But his intent is to give someone a hand up, not a handout. He says, “If I do 
$10,000 worth of work a year that I’ve done expecting payment later, and I only get 
$5,000 back, oh well. The good that we do outweighs the financial gain. Plus, 90% of the 
people we provide those services for honor their debt.”

From a business standpoint, financing a number of customer repairs each month doesn’t 
seem profitable, but Frank doesn’t let that opinion affect the way he runs his shop. “We 
do a lot of stuff for free, but for me it’s about building relationships.” 

Walking into Ritchie Automotive is unlike most shops, where the customer is just a 
number. Frank’s team is going to talk to the customer and figure out their situation 
to determine which services are dire and which ones can stand to wait a few months. 
“Maybe you’re a college student who has no money. Maybe you’re a single mom that has 
four kids. So is air conditioning a must? Not necessarily. Are breaks a must? Absolutely. 
We’ll say you take care of the breaks and we’ll take care of the air conditioning and you 
can make payments.”

He may own the business, but Frank will be the first to admit that he is not a busi-
nessman. “There’s no real format or formula, we just follow the Holy Spirit.” And that 
mentality is not only towards customers, but also towards the team that has made the 
business what it is today. Since the shop opened, only two employees have left. One 
joined the Air Force and the other moved closer to family in Oklahoma. Frank never 
says that the guys work for him, he says they work with him, and they appreciate that he 
looks at them as family. 

On top of the services he provides to the community through automotive services, Frank 
also gives back in many other areas as well. From the get-go, his business sales have been 
tied to the church. He says, “God blessed me with great people in my life to help me get 
it started and he has continued to watch over me and make this business a success. It’s 
about taking that little bit that’s left over and giving it back.” Frank and his wife are also 
very involved in the community with local high school sports, Hill Country Daily Bread 
Ministries, YMCA functions, and Frank is now an associate pastor at Spring Creek Com-
munity Church. Frank’s motive is to make a difference in the world any way he can. “Any 
profit that comes out of this business is God’s profit and we need to be good stewards of 
that. That’s how we as a business can not only help the community but also serve Christ,” 
He says. 

As for the future of Ritchie Automotive, Frank is content with the way things are. 
The shop is busy, the parking lot is full, and there’s not much more he could ask for. 
“My guys get paid, I get paid, everybody’s paid; it’s not about becoming a million-
aire,” Frank says. “We don’t measure success by how much money we make, we mea-
sure success by showing Christ to someone every day. When it becomes a business, 
then I’ll quit.”

Ritchie Automotive
29059 I-10
Boerne, TX 78009
830-755-8550
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A
austin siemering, founder of the san antonio express News, wrote of the years and 
months leading up to the us Civil War in the German-texas hill country, that “an 
uncomfortable feeling of uncertainty started creeping on all who opposed slavery, like 
the feeling preceding a thunderstorm of the worst kind.”  you know that part of a storm 
when the clouds blow in, all the thunderheads in bruise colors of blue and black and 
green, piling up on each other and climbing thousands of feet into the sky, as if the 
distant hills were moving closer, grown monstrous and threatening?

THE IMPENDING
STORM
By Marjorie Hagy

HISTORY

“Say, whence is the voice that when anger is burning, 
  Bids the whirl of the tempest to cease?”

-Lewis Carroll
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The wind goes wild, showing the hidden pale sides of the 
leaves and the windmill blades wheel frantically- but then 
it stops, suddenly; what was furor becomes in an instant 
a preternatural, sullen stillness, eerily calm.  A beat. Two, 
three beats. And then the storm breaks, in all its rage and 
passion, in ferocity and clamour.  

That.  That’s how it was right before the war.
The German-Americans of the northern hill country, of 
Fredericksburg and Comfort and Sisterdale, had stood 
firmly against secession.  The people who founded those 
places hadn’t left their homeland, families and friends and 
everything they’d known, to cross the ocean in search of a 
place to live their principles of ‘friendship, freedom, and 
equality’- the freedom and equality of ALL people- only 
to turn around now and fight a war to keep a whole race 
of people in chains.  They hadn’t forgotten the price of 
the endless Napoleonic wars, the scores of their people 
sacrificed by forced conscription into the bottomless maw 
of the war machine, and they didn’t intend now to quietly, 
helplessly comply as their own sons were swallowed for a 
cause they abhorred.  

They hadn’t risked their lives and the lives of their 
children and their elderly in the stinking holds of ships, 
hadn’t landed in the disease-ridden, overcrowded Texas 
port city, stranded and starving and abandoned without 
shelter, with no means of escape from the disease-raddled 
miasma of their mud huts on the coast to the high 
country where they would build their dream society- no, 
they hadn’t survived all that to betray their country now, 
the country that had taken them in and to which they’d 
sworn allegiance.  No, not for principles they abhorred.  

Not for something they called evil.

The German-Texans weren’t alone in their staunch 
opposition to slavery and the breakup of the United 
States.  The Mexican-Texans (Tejanos) as a group were 
opposed to slavery- in fact, a large part of the reason 
the anglo-Texans had fought for independence from 
Mexico in the first place is that slavery was strictly illegal 
under Mexico’s flag, and many of the Tejanos were, like 
the German transplants, unwilling to fight for it now, 
and had extra reason not to side with the people who 
treated them like crap in the homeland they’d stolen from 
them in the first place.  In fact, full 25% of the citizens 
of Texas opposed secession and favored remaining in 
the Union.  No less personage than the hero of the War 
of 1812 and the Texas war for independence, former US 
Congressman, first President of the Republic of Texas, 
and three term Governor after the state became the 28th 
to join the Union in 1845, Sam Houston, ‘The Raven’ 
(according to the name, Colonneh, given to him by his 
adopted Cherokee people), also vehemently opposed 
secession, not because of his resistance to the “peculiar” 
(read: evil) institution, (he was a slaveowner who 
defended slavery as an economic necessity in the South), 
but because he was what he called “a Southern man for 
the Union”, who adamantly opposed the break-up of the 
United States and believed that the US would trounce- 
and destroy- the South in a civil war.  The pressure was on 
Father Sam, ever since the election of Abraham Lincoln, 
to call a special session to consider leaving the Union, but 
Houston resisted, hoping time would help calm tempers 
and restore some measure of reason.  But the rabid 
secessionists weren’t having any of this ‘voice of reason’ 
nonsense- no, they wanted their secession and if the old 
man wouldn’t give it to them, they’d get it another way.  So 
the chief justice of the Texas Supreme Court, along with 
a cadre of other state bigwigs (those who, coincidentally, 
had the most to gain by starting a war), circumvented 
Sam Houston and called their own convention, which 
was, in SA Express-Newsman Siemerling’s (perfectly 
correct) estimation, “not representative of the People 
of Texas...a revolutionary gathering, not called by any 
legal authority”.  Indeed, many of the delegates to this 
convention hadn’t been officially or legally elected to any 
office whatsoever and had no authority to vote on the 
issue.  Unionists and anti-secessionists were very strongly 
(and forcefully) discouraged from attending, and many 
stayed away voluntarily, believing that since the thing 
was not actually government-sanctioned, it had no legal 

standing anyway.  Seventy percent of the men casting 
votes, then, were wealthy slave owners. 

As the convention opened on February 1, 1861, Texas’s 
Old Man Sam Houston warned the fanatical delegates 
that, “If you go to war with the United States, you will 
never conquer her … If she does not whip you by guns, 
powder and steel, she will starve you to death.”

“I love Texas too well,” declared old ‘Sam Jacinto’, “to bring 
civil strife and bloodshed upon her.” 

They seceded anyway.  The ‘Ordinance of Secession’ the 
convention adopted repealed the one passed on July 4, 
1845, by which Texas became the 28th of the United States 
and swore her citizens’ loyalty to the Constitution.  By 
this ordinance, all powers of, obligations and allegiance 
to, the US government and the Constitution, were thereby 
revoked.  

(The Texas Secession Convention also drew up a second 
document, a rationale of their reasons for seceding, 
titled, ‘A Declaration of the Causes which Impel the 
State of Texas to Secede from the Federal Union’, which 
effectively destroys the revisionist Confederate apologia 
that the war was not about slavery, to wit: “We hold as 
undeniable truths that the governments of the various 
States, and of the confederacy itself [in this instance, 
the confederacy referred to is the United States], were 
established exclusively by the white race, for themselves 
and their posterity; that the African race had no agency 
in their establishment; that they were rightfully held and 
regarded as an inferior and dependent race, and in that 
condition only could their existence in this country be 
rendered beneficial or tolerable.”  In fact, ensuring that 
African Americans remain enslaved was Texas’s primary 
aim in joining the CSA, as was well-known at the time: 
as one secessionist put it, “Independence without slavery, 
would be valueless... The South without slavery would 
not be worth a mess of pottage.”  In a speech to the Texas 
secession convention, George Williamson of Louisiana 
urged Texas and all the slave states to secede, specifically 
in order to continue the enslavement of Americans of 
African descent:  “With the social balance wheel of slavery 
to regulate its machinery, we may fondly indulge the 
hope that our Southern government will be perpetual...
[we look] to the formation of a Southern confederacy to 
preserve the blessings of African slavery…”)

Texas joined the Confederate States of America on 
March 2, 1861, the anniversary of Texas’s Declaration of 
Independence from Mexico- and Sam Houston’s 68th 
birthday. When those hotheaded fanatics chose to throw 
Texas’s fate in with the Confederacy, Sam Houston flat 
refused to swear an oath of allegiance: “In the name of my 
own conscience and manhood, I refuse to take this oath.”  
On the date state officials were called upon to swear their 
loyalty, Houston sat silent and immovable as his name 
was called three times.  

And so they threw him out.  Abraham Lincoln offered to 
send 
Six weeks later, Sam Houston would lean from the 
window of a Galveston hotel and in his booming voice 
make a grim prediction to the gathered crowd below: 
“Let me tell you what is coming. After the sacrifice of 
countless millions of treasure and hundreds of thousands 
of lives, you may win Southern independence if God 
be not against you, but I doubt it. I tell you that, while 
I believe with you in the doctrine of states' rights, the 
North is determined to preserve this Union. They are 
not a fiery, impulsive people as you are, for they live in 
colder climates. But when they begin to move in a given 
direction, they move with the steady momentum and 
perseverance of a mighty avalanche; and what I fear is, 
they will overwhelm the South.”

His warning turned out to be deadly, terribly accurate, 
but by then it was too late  for the people and the state 
he loved.  The first shots had been fired at Fort Sumter 
exactly a week before he spoke.  The US Civil War had 
begun.  Texas’s Grand Old Man would not live to see 
the South in ruins, his worst fears realized- he would 

die shortly after the fall of Vicksburg, Mississippi, to the 
United States army.

There was no backing out now.

An estimated 90,000 Texans would eventually serve in 
the war effort on the side of the Confederacy, with Texas 
soldiers fighting in every major battle of the war. The 
first of the Texas soldiers to arrive in Richmond, Virginia 
were greeted by President of the CSA Jefferson Davis: 
“Texans! The troops of other states have their reputations 
to gain, but the sons of the defenders of the Alamo have 
theirs to maintain. I am assured that you will be faithful 
to the trust.”  Huh.  The so-called sons of the defenders 
of the Alamo had just thrown under the bus the Hero of 
the Battle of San Jacinto, the victory that ensured Texas 
independence as well as the ultimate revenge for the 
deaths of the Alamo’s defenders.  Scores and scores of 
those reluctant soldiers on the receiving end of all that 
softsoap would be killed before the bloody war was over, 
along with other scores of living, breathing human beings, 
among those plenty of heroes who held their ground- and 
never deviated from their sworn loyalty to the United 
States- and stood up against the CSA.   

All over Texas, people who’d held out against secession 
and vehemently opposed making war on the United 
States, out of a sense of duty or misplaced loyalty or for 
whatever other reasons, overcame their reluctance (or 
repugnance) and having failed to beat ‘em, now joined 
‘em.  James Webb Throckmorton, Texas legislator from 
North Texas, was one such: having been booed and 
catcalled as he cast his vote (one of only eight nays) 
against secession, he famously replied, "When the 
rabble hiss, well may patriots tremble."  Nevertheless, 
Throckmorton accepted the secession declaration 
and dutifully joined the Confederate army, eventually 
attaining the rank of brigadier-general.  He would go on 
to become governor of the state during Reconstruction.  
Even in the German-Texan hill country, stronghold of 
Unionist sentiment, Charles H. Nimitz in Fredericksburg- 
grandfather of Chester W, Fleet Admiral Chester W- led 
a division called the Gillespie Rifles for the Confederate 
Army, and the Fredericksburg Southern Aid Society 
collected five grand in food and clothing for CSA soldiers 
in 1861.  

Still others doubled down on their resistance to the 
Confederacy and stayed staunchly loyal to the US.  More 
than 2,000 Texans joined the Union Army, among 
them Edmund J. Davis, who, like Throckmorton, made 
brigadier general (unlike Throckmorton, he did it for the 
good guys, in the United States army), and who would 
also go on to serve as governor in 1870.  

Notable among the holdouts were the German-Texans of 
Fredericksburg, Comfort and Sisterdale in the Texas hill 
country- the vast majority of whom, Charles Nimitz aside, 
were true-blue Union loyalists who had no intention of 
dumping all their cherished principles to fight on the 
side of the devil.  One of the biggest motivations behind 
their going through everything they’d gone through 
to- and in 1861, they’d been busting their asses in their 
adopted country for fifteen years already- had been 
their unswerving belief in the freedom of all people, 
and another was their antipathy to forced military 
conscription.  They would not now be forced to fight to 
keep a race of people in bondage, nor for an entity- the 
Confederacy- whose very existence they deplored.  That, 
said one historian, “was an insult past bearing.”  A very 
few Gillespie County men signed up voluntarily with 
the Confederate Army, with most of the men of fighting 
age joining the various military and paramilitary outfits 
now solely responsible for defending the hill country 
outposts from hostile Indigenous tribes still very much 
entrenched in the hills of the western high country.  
When Texas turned its back on the United States, the 
United States naturally pulled all their troops out of the 
state- all those soldiers who’d manned the line of military 
fortifications that stood as the only buffer between the 
frontier settlements and the Comanche and Kiowa people.  
Fie! said defiant Texas, Who needs ‘em?  One Texan is 
stronger and braver than twenty Yankees- and all that 
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kind of self-delusional claptrap that was so popular at the 
time.  So Texas troops took over the forts- the hell with 
‘em!- and a month and a half later, before they even got 
comfy, most of them all marched off to war, and the few 
who didn’t volunteer were soon conscripted.  West Texas- 
which in those days meant pretty much anywhere west of 
San Antonio- was left defenseless and the Comanche and 
Kiowa knew it, and Texas Civil War historians estimate 
that the Texas frontier was driven back a full 200 miles 
before the war was over.  Many of the settlers on remote 
farms all over the hill country, along with residents of 
outlying hamlets, abandoned whatever headway they’d 
forged on the way to their own futures, in fear of the 
inevitable Indian raids from the unprotected west and 
north.

But the pro-Confederate contingent, knowing how 
the German-Texans felt about being mixed up in the 
damnable war in the first place (and they knew that 
because the Union men made no bones about it and 
shouted it aloud every chance they got), didn’t trust those 
guys as far as they could throw ‘em.

A year into the war and at the urging of Confederate 
General Robert E Lee, on April 16, 1862, the Confederate 
Congress passed the first Conscription Act, under the 
provisions of which all men between the ages of 18 and 
35 years old, were drafted into military service.  There 
were a few exceptions including ministers, and state, city 
or county officials...with a couple of other conspicuous 
exceptions thrown in: the so-called ‘Twenty Negro Law’ 
exempted slave owners who “owned” twenty or more 
slaves.  Er, hang on a sec: weren’t these the very dudes 
who were so het up on pulling out of the Union and 
going to war in the first place, to protect their OWN hefty 
investments in human misery?  A whole lotta regular 
Joes out busting their humps on the battlefields- the vast 
majority of whom did NOT own slaves- sure thought so.  
Another way for the bigshot about town to weasel out 
of danger and any possible inconvenience to himself in 

the godawful bloody mess they’d been so eager to create, 
was to hire a substitute to take his place in the ranks out 
there being slaughtered by the tens of thousands.  A rich 
enough man could cast about for someone, say, outside 
the conscription age, a kid or an old man (and in those 
days anyone over 35 did indeed have one foot in the 
grave, and if he took the cash to go off to war for some 
nabob, he was effectively taking the plunge and diving 
in with both feet.)  Someone from the exempt list- a 
preacher with a tiny congregation in a frontier church, 
maybe, or a clerk in a county courthouse strapped for 
cash, might be sore tempted to pocket a wad and head 
off with a rifle over his shoulder, hoping for the best.  
Foreign nationals who weren’t eligible for the draft were 
often particularly eager to earn a little dough the hard 
way- many of them had just arrived here, broke as a joke, 
and with no English to their name, finding any other 
gainful employment was something of a task. Would-be 
substitutes advertised their services in the newspapers, 
and there were even brokers- agents- whose job it was 
to find substitute soldiers for well-heeled clients. The 
cowardly muckamuck who took this way out would 
have to pay a fee to the CSA in addition to the sizable 
chunk of change (well, Confederate script) the substitute 
charged, so only the very wealthy could afford to avoid 
fighting, which made almost everybody else absolutely, 
and understandably, furious, and yet another reason why 
the whole damn thing was called a rich man's war and a 
poor man's fight.  Indeed, there were a whole lot of very 
poor men- whose people back home were often literally 
starving to death- fighting for the ill-begotten wealth of a 
very few filthy-rich planters.  Estimates of the number of 
Confederate substitute soldiers alone ran from 50,000 to 
150,000 men.

Four months after the initial draft act, they nudged the 
conscription age up to 45, and in February 1864 the age 
limits were again extended, to any able- bodied boy or 
man between 17 and 50.  They were running out of bodies 
to throw into the machine.

The conscription was, of course, wildly unpopular, 
especially among the Tejanos and of course, the 
German-Texans in the hill country.  Draft resistance was 
widespread, all over the south, and while many Tejanos 
went to Mexico to avoid fighting for what they didn’t 
believe in, potential draftees in the German towns of 
the high hill country slept in the hills at night in order 
to avoid being forced to fight for the hated Confederacy.  
Even the frontier soldiers weren’t exempt from the 
harsh scrutiny of the CSA, which suspected them of 
providing aid to US troops whom the Confederacy feared 
might attack from the west.  The German-Texans cried 
out in protest, angrily and very vocally against forced 
conscription, and the Confederate state of Texas heard. 

On May 30, 1862, General Philemon Herbert, 
commander of the Confederacy’s Military Department of 
Texas, put the state of Texas under martial law.

Under martial law, provost guards were appointed to 
administer conscription- that is, to force the reluctant 
into the Army- and their powers increased rapidly and 
soon came to encompass the confiscation of personal 
property deemed necessary- and they were the ultimate 
authority in doing the deeming- for the welfare of the 
CSA. The situation was ripe for rampant abuse, and 
it was, of course, rampantly abused. Wagons, oxen, 
mules, horses, foodstuffs, crops and livestock were all 
swept up and disappeared into the black market, and, 
alchemized into cold, hard cash, before reappearing in 
the pockets of the confiscators. “The administration 
of the law,’ says one report, ‘became ruthless.” And it 
would get much, much worse. 

Scotsman James Duff, court-martialed for desertion of 
the US army, the brute, bestial sadist who would well earn 
the handle ‘The Butcher of Fredericksburg’, and go on 
to commit what has been called “The Blackest Crime in 
History”, was on his way to town.

Kevin Beitchman DDS, MS

Orthodontist
25 FM 3351 S.  •  Boerne, TX 78006

830-229-5444
www.beitchmanortho.com

Just around the corner from Voss Middle School
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MUSIC

Billy and his dad, Weldon, who you may have seen 
featured in the last issue of EXPLORE in the article titled 
“Art of the Carve,” were ready to make a trip to Nashville. 
Weldon was attending to a couple of professional matters 
while there, and he and Billy were going to take advantage 
of a special offer of a musical nature from a relative.
“The main reason for the trip was due to an invitation 
from my Aunt Leona. She was hosting The Midnite 
Jamboree at The Texas Troubadour Theatre. She got me a 
spot to go share an original song there.” It’s apparent when 
Billy talks about music that he’s grateful to share his songs. 
“It was an opportunity I couldn’t miss.”  

Leona Belle Helton, professionally known as Leona 
Williams, is an established songwriter in her own right. 
At one time, she was married to Billy’s cousin, Dave 
Kirby, the nephew of Big Bill Lister, who we will learn 
more about presently. Dave was a talented songwriter 
and session musician in Nashville. Leona married Dave 
in 1985 and they remained together until Dave’s death 
in 2004. Prior to that, she was married to a little-known 
country artist by the name of Merle Haggard. Two of 
Merle’s Number 1 Hits were penned by Leona with 
“Someday When Things Are Good,” and “You Take Me 
For Granted.”

For a long time, the Midnite Jamboree was at the Ernest 
Tubb Record Shop on Broadway. After the Grand Ole 
Opry, typically everybody would just pick up and go 
to the record shop, continue to play. and that would be 
broadcast on WSM out of the store there. 

“Everyone would go there and have a big jam session 
together after the Opry. They were just continuing 
the night’s fun by putting on another performance. 
It has now evolved to being done out of the Texas 
Troubadour Theatre which is nearby, also on Music 
Valley. It was a really great time and something really 
special for me to join.”

Earlier, we mentioned Big Bill Lister, who was Billy’s 
grandfather. Big Bill was close personal friends with 

Hank Williams Senior. He often collaborated with Hank 
and opened shows for him. Bill came by his nickname 
honestly; he was a big man in the world of country music, 
literally and figuratively. He stood at 6’7” and performed 
regularly at the Grand Ole Opry with many of the well-
known acts of the era like Little Jimmy Dickens, Minnie 
Pearl, Del Wood, and The Carter Family.

Big Bill Lister and Hank Williams were close friends. 
They went hunting and fishing together regularly, 
shared their love of music, and the same stage many 
times. One day, back in the early 1950’s, Bill called 
Hank, and told him that he needed a good beer 
drinking song to record. Bill was with Capitol Records 
and they wanted one on the album, So, Hank told Bill, 
“I’ve got one that will cock your pistol.’”

Hank was in the studio recording an album at that 
time. After the session that day, Hank hung around 
with the engineer and recorded a demo on a little 
acetate disk. He then sent Bill a copy of a song called 
“There’s A Tear In My Beer.” Hank had decided against 
recording a version of the tune himself at that time, 
and wanted his friend to record it. Bill ended up doing 
the first album release of the song.

“Fast forward a few decades.” Billy continued the story, 
“My grandpa  moved from Nashville to Boerne, Texas.” 
Like in many interstate moves, “stuff ” accumulates. “One 
day, they were going through the attic and found an old 
box of records amongst a lot of things that they almost 
were going to throw out. They decided to look through 
the albums and came across that old acetate disk with the 
original unreleased track Hank Senior had recorded of 
‘There’s A Tear In My Beer.’” This was, quite literally, the 
only recording of that first version of the song.

Like his son after him, Big Bill was a gifted hammer and 
chisel engraver. Hank Senior had now been gone many 
years; Hank Junior became a great lover of guns so Billy’s 
grandpa engraved a couple of his guns. Later on, Junior 
decided he also wanted to have some guns done by 
Weldon, so he could be the proud owner of guns crafted 
by multiple generations of the gifted Lister men.

When Big Bill had found the record, he tried to reach 
Hank Junior to let him know what he had discovered. 
Junior’s office sort of gave Bill the runaround initially, not 
realizing the significant familial connection and nature 
of the reason for the conversation. Junior happened to be 
on tour and coming through San Antonio and connected 
with Weldon on some gun engraving work he wanted to 
get done. At the concert, Big Bill tells Junior’s manager, 
Merle Kilgore, that he’s got something he wants to show 
them. Here comes “Tear In My Beer” and their jaws hit 
the floor. Kilgore exclaimed, “For God’s sake, Bill—get the 
needle off that record.”

Junior asked Bill what he was going to do with the record. 
Bill replied, “Your daddy gave this to me, but this belongs 
to you.” From there, the record was taken to a studio in 
San Antonio and transferred to another medium. The 
record was left in San Antonio briefly until a Williams’ 
family representative came to retrieve it with a climate-
controlled briefcase to the family estate.

Needless to say, the Lister family is proud to have some 
truly special memorabilia from an important era of 
country music. After all, Big Bill played with Hank and 
other greats, and there are other family members like 
Dave Kirby and Leona Williams. So, Billy and Weldon 
ended up getting to have a conversation on this trip with 
another country music great, Marty Stuart. 

Marty Stuart is getting ready to open the Congress of 
Country Music in Philadelphia, Mississippi. “We got 
to meet with Marty, and the heart behind this project 
is to help educate people, but also really to keep the 
heart of country music alive. He’s got this passion to 
really preserve the history and artifacts so that younger 
generations can continue to enjoy the greatness of 
the genre.” Billy was even able to share a couple of his 
original songs between Marty, himself, and his dad. They 
discussed some of the pieces to put on display and next 
steps for this exciting, unique project. “It was one of those 
moments that was just really amazing. Sharing my songs 
with Marty, and my dad being there, and talking about 
this special project. It was amazing.” 

 “I just have to make sure and give love and thanks to my 
wife, Carley. The last year has presented some challenges 
in life that she has just been amazing through. Going 
through an uncertain transition in the work area of life, 
and telling your wife in the middle of that all that you 
think now is the time that you want to pursue music 
full time, and having her be totally supportive has been 
incredible.” 

It’s apparent when Billy talks about his wife and family 
that he is a blessed man. By all accounts, there are 
some exciting things happening in Billy Lister’s life and 
developments for him as a musician. Personally, I look 
forward to seeing what is coming next for Billy on his 
journey as a songwriter and storyteller. He certainly has 
some powerful influences from which to draw inspiration.
Here are Billy’s social media and web links for you to 
follow him on his musical journey:
Instagram.com/BillyLister_Music
Facebook.com/BillyListerCountry
Billylister.bandzoogle.com/home

they say there 
are just six 
degrees of 
separation 
between any two 
individuals—there 
are certainly less 

than that between Billy lister and some 
true legends of country music. 

ARTIST OF THE MONTH:
BILLY LISTER

T

By Matt Kersh
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Kendall Woods Dental

George E. Metz III, DDS • Michael Hoeppner, DDS

830-229-5581

25 FM 3351 South
Boerne, Texas 78006
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WE LOVE CATS!
Dedicated to providing the highest level of 

feline medicine and surgery. 

www.heartofthehillsvet.com  •  830-249-2147  •  117 Commerce Ave Boerne, TX 78006

• Calm, Quiet hospital

• Feline boarding only (no bark zone) 
 for the least amount of stress

• Accommodations for the most 
 particular cat and cat owner

• Gentle care for even the most
 feisty feline

CELEBRATING 10 YEARS IN BOERNE!
Dr. Tamara Oesterling
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George Washington. teddy roosevelt. andrew Jackson. When 
you think of some seriously tough american presidents, you 
name these 3 guys most of the time. However, most fail to 
realize that Zachary taylor, known as “old rough and ready” 
was one of the most hardcore dudes to ever take the oath of 
office.

BADASS OF THE
MONTH

G

BADASS
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Born in rural Virginia in 1784, Taylor instantly felt a 
need to kick ass, so he signed up for the US Army in 
1808. Stationed in Indiana when the War of 1812 broke 
out, and the British started whipping American butts all 
over North America, but Taylor didn’t give a flip. Once 
attacked by over 600 British-led American Indians while 
he was stationed at Fort Harrison, Taylor just loaded his 
rifle and send the stars-and-stripes up the flagpole. With 
only 15 men under his command, 5 of which were puking 
their guts up from sickness, Taylor just told his men to 
shoot anything that moves. The Indians even set fire to 
the fort at one point, but Taylor and his men put it out 
and then beat the hell out of the Indians. This turned out 
to be the first American victory of the War of 1812, and 
it helped to inspire Taylor’s countrymen to get angry, get 
inspired, and fight off the British invasion.

Taylor then went on to fight against the Indians again in 
the Black Hawk War, and later served with distinction 
against Osceola’s successors in the Second Seminole War. 
His gruff and simple demeanor earned him the nickname 
“Old Rough and Ready” because even though he was a 
freaking General at this point, Taylor didn’t care much for 
worrying about appearances and wore rumpled clothes. 
But make no mistake: with his beat up hat and haggard 
face, he was ready to fight anybody, anytime, anywhere, 
for any reason.

General Taylor got the perfect opportunity to brush up 
on his face-smashing skills in 1845, when he was sent 
to defend the borders of Texas against the Mexicans. 
William Travis and Sam Houston had already beaten the 
Mexicans and declared independence from Mexico, but 
the Mexicans were still pretty damn cheesed over this and 
and were going crazy trying to take back Texas. Yeah, no. 
Travis showed up and with an army stationed on the Rio 
Grande, took on the Mexican army.

Ol’ Zachary led 1700 badass frontiersmen in a killer 
calvary charge against 4000 Mexican troops and beat 
them with realness. Then he just kept heading south 
and fought his way all the way down to Mexico City. 
Monterrey fell after some evil street-to-street fighting, 
and the city of Saltillo was up next. This angered our old 
friend Santa Anna something fierce, so he sent 20,000 
pissed-off troops to Taylor’s army of only 4500. Taylor 
didn’t crawl into a ball and cry on the floor – instead, he 
ordered his cannons to use double loads of grapeshot and 
to blow the hell out of anything that moved. Somehow, 
Taylor pulled a victory in the battle, killing over 2500 
enemies and crushing the main body of the Mexican 
Army. The war ended a few months later, and Taylor was 
honored as a real American war hero.

Mexico surrendered to the US and ceded the territories 
that became the states of Utah, Nevada, Arizona, 
California, and New Mexico. Taylor decided it was time 
to end his 40-year military career, having led American 
troops to victory in four wars, and retired in 1848.  Even 
though he didn’t really even give a damn about politics 
he was nominated for the Presidency by the Whig party, 
who hoped to ride his badassitude all the way to the Oval 
Office.  Taylor won, despite his indifference, because 
back in the 19th century the American public wasn’t 
content to be led by a guy who hadn’t personally stabbed 
another man to death with a bayonet.  The Whigs, 
thinking that Taylor didn’t give a crap, believed that 
once he was in power they would be able to use him as 
a puppet President, and immediately started telling him 
what they wanted him to do.  He told them to go pound 
sand.  He was a total badass war hero, and he wasn’t 
going to be pushed around by a bunch of soft, overweight 
senatorial dumbasses.  The contentious 12th President 
went completely against many core Whig beliefs, opposed 
the spread of slavery into the newly-acquired territories, 
and told everyone else to get bent.  If people didn’t 
like it, tough stuff.  He then said that if any dumbasses 
even thought about seceding from the Union he would 
personally resign his post and mercilessly march his army 
all over the country, crushing anybody foolish enough to 
willingly incur his wrath.

Unfortunately, he never got the chance.  President Taylor 
stroked out and died 16 months into his term, and one 
of the toughest, most badass generals and commanders 
in American history was replaced by some dude named 
Millard.
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ForToobing 

1. Cell phones don't like water. 
If you can’t last more than a couple of hours without your cell phone you have some issues that need to be resolved. 
But if you can’t think of life without it, we recommend you store it in an air/water tight Tupperware container while on the river.

2. Wedding rings don't float
or your $300 designer sunglasses, or your Guccipradalouis von Furestenberg lucky trinket. 
Never bring/wear anything you are attached to because the river will eat it and you will be very upset.

3. Four hours is a looooong time to listen to anybody.
Especially if you are a captive audience and there is alcohol involved.  Choose your tubing companions wisely and leave the mother-in-laws at home.

4. Sunscreen has its limitations.
You applied a judicious amount of sunscreen before you went out on the water this morning but here we are 4 hours later and you’re ready to hit the road. News Flash: 
You are mere hours away from looking like a lobster. What’s worse, you get to walk into the office on Monday with a sunglass-shaped burn and only sunburned down your 
front-side.  Remember to reapply sunscreen every few hours.

5. You never know how drunk you are until you try to stand up. 
You’ve been drinking steadily for about 4 hours and you and your buddy have managed to finish off the case of beer you brought in your chest. 
You try to get out of your toob and wade to shore but you slip on the slick river gravel and bust your nose open.  Try to pace yourselves.  
This rule goes hand-in-hand with rule #3.  Sun+ case of beer+ slick river gravel= bloody nose

6. There's a special ring in Hell reserved for people who pollute Texas rivers.
Woe unto he who dares litter in a Texas river. Those Don’t Mess with Texas signs aren’t kidding. You don’t have to worry about any 
Green Peace members placing you under citizen’s arrest or chiding you about the environment. It’s the big guy with a sunburned neck 
about 50 yards behind you that saw you toss a can into the river who is willing to set you straight.  The lesson here? 
Keep your cans in your drink tube or ice chest where they belong.

7. Rope Swings are Verboten. 
Though other people's rope swings might look tempting, chances are they're 
A). older than your grandmother's grandmother and will likely break 
B). protected by a massive guard dog and an owner with an equally as massive shotgun or
C). both of the above.

8. Keep your Styrofoam at Home
You're getting cases of beer at HEB when you remember: Crap! The cooler! While shelling out 16 bucks for a 'real' cooler might seem excessive, 
at most toobing places, Styrofoam of any kind is not allowed. Also it doesn't dissolve in water (or in acid for that matter).

9. Flipping your friends off their toob is funny the first time...kind of 
But after the second, third or fourth time you’re just a jerk and an immature one at that. 

10. Have fun! After all, why else did you shell out hard money to float the river? 
Some of the best summer memories are made out on the river.
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Hailstorm Damage?
Shelter  Pro Has You Covered.

Call for a FREE inspection today!

• Windows
• Gutters
• Siding
• Painting
• Repairs
• Garage Doors

(7663)

Residential & Commercial 
Roofing

San Antonio Roofing Contractor & Storm
Restoration Expert Since 1984

www.ShelterProContracting.com





Visit The Rock Shop 
Featuring our huge new Erskine Rock Collection

Over 15,000 specimens for sale

Minerals • Crystals • Fossils • Gemstones

www.CascadeCaverns.com • Everyday 9 - 5 • 226 Cascade Caverns Road, Boerne

830.755.8080
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Dear Sam, 
I freaking hate going to 
church because they’re all 
a bunch of hypocritical 
pricks. Talk to me. 
 
- Signed, almost 
everybody I meet 
who knows I went to 
seminary 
 

As they trained me to say when I started raising money 
for charities, “I agree, I understand.” You always start from 
a place of agreement. People won’t listen otherwise. This 
“I agree, I understand” also has the rare virtue of being 
true.  
 
I’ll never forget leaving an interview with the pastor of my 
church which left me particularly disheartened. The guy 
was a fake. It was clear by comparing what he preached 
with what he told me in confidence. I wrote a press release 
for a denominational news service. I couldn’t say what I 
wanted, because they were giving me $500, or as much as 
I made in a week at my job serving the homeless at a big 
shelter in downtown Fort Worth. 
 
As I drove home in my seminary student standard issue 
2002 Saturn SL2, I heard Keith Richards’ version of “The 
Nearness of You.” That old junkie had more sincerity in 
his voice than the poseur I’d just interviewed. 
 
Years later I was the chief spokesman for a business 
venture between the church I was affiliated with and the 
ministries I served as executive director that were housed 
on their campus. It had been explained to me that we 
were a joint venture because church thrift stores didn’t 
have to pay sales taxes.  
 
“That six percent could really add up,” they’d said. “It’ll be 
more money for the ministries.” 
 
Faith to move mountains, right? 

 
I went to Jaycees, retirement communities (it was in 
Florida, so there were lots of those), other churches, 
whatever and ask for donations and volunteers. I would 
have done anything to help the ministries. I felt good 
about it and the money was rolling in. 
 
They called me into the accountant’s office and suggested 
I sign off on a $20,000 check from those funds to 
remodel the stage in the church’s sanctuary. I was livid. 
Everything I had told these people was a lie. That money 
was intended for the poor, not the privileged who needed 
laser lights in order to worship more meaningfully. If the 
pastor was too scared to ask the members of the church 
for his pet renovation project all he had to do was ask 
me. I knew how to get people to fork over their cash. It’s 
really not that hard. Better yet, he could ask the pastor 
emeritus who asked for free stuff all the time. Everywhere. 
Seriously. We’d be a restaurant and Charles would ask for 
a free piece of key lime pie or whatever – and get it almost 
every time. 
 
There was no faith involved. It was all just greed, fear and 
unyielding desires to increase numbers and protect the 
institution at all costs. We’d sit there in staff meetings and 
the ministers would laugh about the singles ministries as 
the “odd for God squad.” 
 
You remember that passage when Jesus called his own 
people weirdos? Me neither. But we were all encouraged 
to be “professional Christians” in staff meetings.  
 
Mother’s Day was a Lifetime Achievement ceremony at 
the Oscars. Father’s Day was going to the Principal’s Office 
in middle school. Even in the misogynist, backwards 
Southern Baptist Convention these guys were absolutely 
terrified of women. They knew that 65 percent of the 
money and 80 percent of the volunteer hours came 
from women. We nixed a $50,000 project that had been 
approved by the deacons and the church staff and, most 
importantly, the accountants, because the pastor’s wife, 

wasn’t “sure.” Not, “it’s a bad idea.” Not, “I think this won’t 
work.” Just, “Suzy’s not sure about it.” The project had 
precisely zero to do with her. She wasn’t even employed 
by the church. The Roman Emperor Tiberius used to walk 
through the Senate and when they all kissed his imperial 
behind, he’d call them “men fit to be slaves.” I thought the 
same thing. 
 
Staff meetings were really good gossip sessions if nothing 
else. If a guy cheated on his wife he was total scum. If a 
wife cheated on her husband the conversation went, “I 
wonder what he did to make her do that?” 
 
The big phrase is “cognitive dissonance.” I could not 
reconcile Matthew, Mark, Luke and John with what I saw. 
Eventually I snapped. I didn’t have the maturity yet to be 
the change I wanted to see.  
 
So I do agree. And I do understand. I don’t go to church 
now. The gift I received in seminary of a rock-solid 
theological education makes it nearly impossible to sit 
through the institution-building, bumbling mess of a 
nightmare butchering the text of Romans that passes for 
biblical exposition.  
 
Further, I met my now ex-wife at church. The thought 
of accidentally falling for another, “Husbands, love your 
wives as Christ loved the church” gal who thinks, with 
ignorant, fearful ministerial sanction, that any problems 
between she and I must be my fault alone makes me 
physically ill. And the modern church is a factory for that 
kind. I’d rather die alone, thanks. They never get on to the 
bit about “wives, respect your husbands,” because if they 
do, they might not have enough people for the nursery 
next Sunday.  
 
But there’s still the matter of the truth claims of faith. I 
can’t deny the faith. I can’t deny what I saw. I personally 
saw miracles big and small. Alcoholics who became sober, 
productive and successful. Families reunited. Children 
healed emotionally and spiritually and even physically. 
Fundraising efforts that can only be described as acts of 
God. I was talented and diligent, but my skill does not 
explain how these things came together.  
 
These things happened in spite of vengeful, incompetent, 
rude, dishonest people. God is real. The Bible is drilled 
into my head, whether I want it there or not. I still 
approach people with the mindset I learned from Paige 
Patterson, namely, “always preach to the brokenhearted, 
because there’s one in every pew.” If you knew the 
suffering that people tell their ministers about, you’d have 
a lot more compassion. 
 
So I don’t have any easy answers. The Bible itself says 
people suck (That would be the Samuel Standard Version, 
a free paraphrase), so it shouldn’t be a surprise. 
 
Seminary taught me to “live in the tensions.” God is all 
powerful, all knowing and all good, and yet evil exists. 
He is merciful and yet just. People are made in the image 
of God and yet capable of Auschwitz. Maybe, just maybe, 
someday I’ll find my way back. If I do, it may not be for 
long, though. If you start speaking truth to these guys, 
you’re likely to get “dis-fellowshipped.” 
 
So for now I’ll just follow that great sage Ronnie Van 
Zant, late bishop of Jacksonville, Florida, and be a simple 
man and not forget “there is someone up above.” It’s not 
like I could forget if I tried. 

Samuel holds a master of divinity from a large Southern 
Baptist seminary in Fort Worth. He completed 
coursework for a Ph.D. in New Testament before he left, 
too. He served various ministries from 2005-2016 before 
getting into something more straightforward and honest 
- selling cars. 

D
By Samuel Smith

I’VE SEEN IT ALL

SPIRITUAL
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HEALTH  INSURANCE
SHOULDN’T COST YOU THE SAME AS YOUR MORTGAGE

Health Insurance
Health Sharing Programs

Medicare Supplements
Life Insurance

Business Insurance
Workers Compensation Insurance

Commercial Property
Surety Bonds
Builders Risk

Jeremy Diller,
MBA, CPCU, ARM-P, CSRM

Assistant Vice President
210-232-0040

www.hcdtinsurance.com  |  210-647-0134  |  2161 NW Military Highway #210, San Antonio, TX 78213

SCRATCH KITCHEN
We’re a family owned & operated restaurant, which means 
our core values have been passed down from generation to 
generation. We’re constantly focused on attention to detail, 

quality, & innovation in everything we do.

We pride ourselves in making you the tastiest & freshest food 
you can imagine. With over 50 years of combined experience we 
have been able to create a home away from home for you. Come 

in & relax with our friendly servers while our talented chefs 
prepare a meal you won’t soon forget. 

CRAFT COCKTAIL BAR
 The Iron Stag’s Craft Cocktail Bar is top of the line when it 
comes to quality drinks. Our mixologist has meticulously 

created a menu from the ground up and we produce every drink 
from scratch.

Enjoy drinks like the Sazerac, Manhattan, & Old fashioned done 
the right way. Or come & relax with a refreshing Margarita that 
will take you away to the beaches of Mexico. Even our Sangria is 

made with all freshly prepared fruits.

A TASTE OF HOME IN EVERY BITE

Now Open!

www.ironstag.us  |  911 S. Main St.  |  Boerne, TX  78006 
Open For Dinner Wednesday - Monday
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O OLD
TIMER

THINGS I DON’T UNDERSTAND
Why the City can communicate with TxDot, but 
can’t actually fix long-term problems.

A few weeks ago, some knuckleheaded TxDot contractor 
decided that running a street sweeper at 8:05am during 
rush hour on River Road in front of Champion was 
a good idea. Traffic locked up this way and that, and 
citizens were outraged. The City ran to Facebook to tell 
us that they had called TxDot, had given this contractor 
a tongue lashing, and that the situation will be remedied 
immediately. That’s great, but why can’t the City pick up 
that same phone and call TxDot to coordinate our lights 
and traffic issues? Why can’t they call them and say “You 
know, we’d like our lights to be timed appropriately on 
Main Street.”? If they can fix a street sweeper, why can’t 
they fix our lights?

THINGS I UNDERSTAND
People nervous about the old Riverside location.

Mark my words, this is going to end stupid. We now have 
the most highly visible location in our town sitting empty. 
Simply RIPE for something to take it over. We have an 
empty lot behind it, conveniently cleared right before 
the Riverside lot. We have a City Council distracted 
with other issues, and we have a big juicy FOR SALE 
sign out in front of the location. I predict something 
atrocious like an Applebee’s will pick up this location. 

People will scream, but they’ll follow City guidelines for 
development, the City will shrug their shoulders, citizens 
will scream, and life will carry on. Remember when the 
Chamber petitioned the Council to create an ordinance 
that there would be no franchise business on Main Street? 
Remember when Council ignored them? I do.

THINGS I DON’T UNDERSTAND
Why we’re not more pissed about the new City Hall.

Good lord, have you SEEN that thing? City Council and 
El Chapo $chultz spent countless hours telling us how 
the new City Hall would blend right in with the rest of 
the city and that we should just stop freaking out. That 
monstrosity literally towers above Main Street, with all of 
its ominous powers, like some sort of evil spaceship from 
Star Wars. You know why they do this stuff, don’t you? 
Because you don’t care. As soon as the vote was done, we 
all got back to staring at our phones and haven’t cared 
enough to protest the fact that they are building the most 
ridiculous building this town has ever seen right in the 
middle of Main Street. It’s pathetic on both fronts. 

THINGS I UNDERSTAND
Green everything.

This has been such a weird year. It rained from August 
to October this past year. Then we really didn’t have 
a winter. It has then rained all spring. I actually met a 

person the other day from the West Coast that wanted 
to know when “the wet season” was over. If you haven’t 
noticed, appreciate it. You just know that next year 
we’ll enter a 3 year drought ala 2011 and be begging for 
some of this rain. 

THINGS I DON’T UNDERSTAND
Why Comfort isn’t freaking out.

Hey Comfort, want to know what’s headed your way? 
Take a look at your friends here in Boerne. Local business 
is fast dumping their leases to head your way, and 
countless families are sniffing up properties in your ‘burg. 
PLEASE be proactive and get in front of this. I know that 
you guys are all anti-everything and refuse to form any 
kind of government, but you’re going to get steamrolled 
and it makes me sad. These developers that just got done 
raping Boerne are going to head your way, and with zero 
rules in place, well, they’re going to just have themselves a 
grand ol’ time. I’m not sure what to encourage you to do 
other than beginning some conversations, but your days 
as a forgotten little town are over. Act now, or enjoy your 
new CVS, your clogged roadways, and your new Super 
Wal-Mart. 

THINGS I UNDERSTAND
Why we miss Patrick Heath
Heath took the local Catholic Church to the freaking 
Supreme Court to force them to follow our historical 
guidelines. The City won. That’s why the St. Peter’s 
sanctuary is behind the small original building. Our 
current City leaders went on the news the other day 
and told us how KB Homes are just really great people 
and that 29,000+ signers of a petition concerning the 
Shoreline development have nothing to worry about. They 
routinely laugh at the citizenry, and I find it depressing. 
Maybe some day things will change.

I talked last issue about everything from the City’s fictitious $1.6m offer to the landowners for what would become Shoreline, to 
my irritation at unmarked police cars. From last check, nothing has come of this, so i guess i continue my war upon the powers 
that be in this town until the citizenry finally gets angry enough to demand a response. By the way, can someone please explain 
to me why our local paper of record, my beloved Boerne Star, never once thought to call the Bergmann’s to confirm the City’s 
BS story about the $1.6m offer. It certainly wasn’t hard for me to look them up and call them, only to have them explain how the 
entirety of all of us have been lied to. and nobody seems to care so far. despite my depression with all of this, i’ll carry on...
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“THE ANSWER IS YES, WHAT’S THE QUESTION?”
1 5 4 0  R i v e r  R o a d   •   B o e r n e ,  T X  7 8 0 0 6

www.infernospizzeria.com  •  830-331-2023

HAPPY HOUR (FULL BAR)

Monday - Friday 11am-7pmEVERY DRINK
DURING HAPPY HOUR$1 OFF

COME ENJOY OUR NEW PATIO AND PLAYSCAPE AREA!

$8.99
LUNCH SPECIALSMonday - Friday11am-2pm




